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tanley Dubois is 
a 37-year-old 
Odje-Cree artist 
from Pasqua First 
Nation. He has been 
painting for 20 years. 
His works are in pri- 
vate collections world- 
wide. Lieutenant 
Governor Lois Hole has 
his work in parlia- 
ment. 

Dubois! work has 
been inspired through 
living with elders from 
Ottawa to Vancouver 
Island and is centered 
around the teachings 
of the medicine wheel. 
He paints with acrylic 
on canvas and water- 
colour paper. Dubois 
has also done 


_ fundraising for non- 
_ profit organizations. 
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The deadline for advertise- 
ments and submissions for 
the next issue is Nov 15.. 
_ Phone: 428-0805 
Email: edmontonstreetnews@shaw.ca 
Address: 

9312-109 Ave. 
Edmonton, AB 
ANsis malls; 


The views presented in this pmblinatign®: are 
those of the writers. 


NEED MONEY? 


Sign up to be a vendor, 
Sell Edmonton Street 


News. 





For papers call Linda Dumont at 
428-0805. 

Papers can be picked up at 9312-109 
Avenue. Call first. 
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Editorial: 


t's been one year since the first issue of 
[es Street News was printed, a 

year during which I have decided, a num- 
ber of times, that it is a lost cause, and we 
should just fade quietly out of existence. 
Each time, however, I have been impelled to 
go on, convinced that there is a real need for 
an independent voice, and for someone to 
print the stories and angles that otherwise 
may not be told. And I am still writing and 
writing, even when I can't find anyone who 
wants to print my stories since I left the 
Boyle McCauley News, but the stories are 
everywhere. 

One of the stories that we printed was 
the story of Randy Fryingpan, an Aboriginal 
Youth who was beaten up by the police while 
being arrested. Later his mother filed a com- 
plaint against the Edmonton City Police and 
it was taken to court. Natasha Laurence, who 
left Edmonton Street News nine months ago 
when she received an Alberta Foundation for 
the Arts grant to write a book, attended 
court. Since then she has written a book 
which focuses on the issue of assault by 
police officers. In her book she included 
pages from the transcripts of the actual court 
case involving Randy Fryingpan, a case for 
which there has yet been no resolution. 

Natasha Laurence's book is hard to put 
down, and it is disturbing. After reading the 
book, I found myself sleepless at 4 a.m. still 
trying to fully comprehend what I had just 
read. It was-not the degree of violence inflict- 
ed on Randy Fryingpan that I found most 
disturbing, but rather the testimony of the 
police officers on the witness stand and their 
inability to recall the events of the evening in 
question with any clarity. This could mean 
that there is a deliberate conspiracy to pro- 
tect themselves, and to avoid consequences. 
But what if their ignorance was not a cover- 
up? It was this thought that had me staring 
wide-eyed into the early morning darkness. 
What if the events of the evening were so 
routine to the officers who were on the wit- 
ness stand, that the assault on Randy 
Fryingpan was totally unremarkable? If that 
is the case, then who will protect us from 
police officers especially if we are poor and 
Aboriginal? 

Somewhere in the past twelve months I 


also realized that while there are a number of 


people who agree that this voice needs to be 
heard, those people are looking to me for 
leadership. And I, reluctantly as always, put 
one foot in front of the other, the blind lead- 
ing the blind at times, and struggle to make 
it come to pass, knowing that the paper will 
continue to be printed just as long as I can 
continue to pull it off. Iam also drawn by a 
sense of destiny, that my life for the past 15 
years since I came to Edmonton's inner city 
to start a street ministry, has led me first to 
become an activist, albeit not a real activist, 
but I earned the label simply because I saw 
things that were wrong and gave them a 
name, then to become an editor of an inde- 
pendent street newspaper not by virtue of my 
special talents or leadership skills, but by 
default, because no one else wanted the 
responsibility. Somewhere along the line, like 
a snowball, I also gained the skills I needed 
to bring me to this place. 


One Year with 
Edmonton Street 


I see our position as a street newspaper 
not as small and localized, but as part of a 
much larger movement that extends world- 
wide. I have been in contact with the North 
American Street Newspaper Association who 
confirmed that we would be voted in as a 
member paper at their next annual meeting. 

Change is a part of growth, and 
Edmonton Street News is now undergoing a 
major change. Up till now we have been part 
of my street ministry outreach under the 
Church of Christ Victorious, but if we are to 
grow, it is time to take steps towards inde- 
pendence by becoming an independent socie- 
ty in the next year. We need more people 
involved who will help to support us finan- 
cially so we can continue to print more regu- 
larly (we only had 10 issues last year due to 
cash problems), and we need stories. If you 
would like to be a partner in our work, or if 
you have a story that needs to be told, please 
contact me at Edmonton Street News at 428- 
0805. 

I also want to thank the people who have 
volunteered their time to create Edmonton 
Street News. All of the writing, editing and 
design work is through volunteers. The only 
people who have earned any money on 
Edmonton Street News are the vendors who 


sell it on the street. Dale Ferris and Glen 
Dumont are our number one vendors. 


If you would like to have Edmonton 
Street News mailed to your home please 
send $30 for a one year subscription to 
Linda Dumont, 9312-109 Avenue, 
Edmonton, Alberta T5H 1C5. 

If you want to help support Edmonton 
Street News financially, make your cheque 
or money order to The Church of Christ 
Victorious for tax receipt purposes. 


By Linda Dumont 





Edmonton Street News (ESN) attended the 
forum on homelessness sponsored by the 
Edmonton Social Planning Council at Sacred 
Heart School September 27. The three candi- 
dates for mayor, Mandel, Noce and Mayor 
Smith were available for questioning. ESN 
asked about the housing project at 118th 
Avenue and 89 Street and the changes made 
to the plans that eliminated 27 affordable 
bachelor suites. Former Mayor Smith con- 
firmed that the plans had been changed and 
the suites eliminated but could not recall the 
exact number, because of Nimby (Not in my 
back yard). He spoke about the difficulty in 
addressing the interests of diverse community 
groups but offered no solution. 


=— 


Marian Centre Adapts to Change 


ord on the street has it that the best 
\ \ soup in the inner city is served at 

the Marian Centre because they "put 
real meat" in their soup. Now, after years of 
serving a noon meal at 1 p.m. daily, the 
Marian Centre is serving their meal at 12 
noon, the same time as other agencies in the 
inner city. The change was necessitated by 
changes made at The Mustard Seed since 
September 1st when they stopped serving 
soup at noon, and started serving a hot 
evening meal Monday to Friday instead to 
better meat the needs of the working poor 
and students. 

"We've increased in the number of people 
served. The average last month was 225 peo- 
ple a day," said Patrick Stewart, Director of 
the Marian Centre. 'Before we served 150 a 
day. There also seems to be a much younger 
crowd now. And now we serve at 12 to make 
sure we don't get more people than we need 
cOr 

When they served at 1 p.m., people could 
eat at one of the other agencies including the 
Herb Jamieson Centre (men's shelter), the 


Women's Emergency Accomodation Centre 
(women's shelter) and Operation Friendship 
(seniors’ drop-in) that serve at noon, then 
come to the Marian Centre for a second meal. 

In addition to the noon meal, the Marian 
Centre also gives away clothing and inciden- 
tals such as shampoo and toothpaste on 
Tuesdays. 

As one of 23 Madonna Houses worldwide, 
the Marian Centre is a celibate community of 
Catholic lay workers with five women and 
four men. Stewart said they send out "one 
begging letter a year" to meet their needs 

"We try to serve a very nice meal and to 
have a nice setting. People have many other 
needs not just food. We have a beautiful gar- 
den where people can sit," aid Stewart. "We 
pray for the neighbourhood. None of us earns 
any salary here, but it's our home. We use 
the donations for food and clothing. People 
donate money and we use that to pay for gas, 
heat, and upkeep of the building. We don't 
have a budget, but God is so incredibly gen- 
erous through our friends." 

By Linda Dumont 


Inner City Children Attend School at the Zoo 





our classes from Mother Theresa 
Bee in Boyle Street each spent a 

week learning about animals at the 
Valley Zoo. The Petro Canada Zoo School 
program is based on the philosophy that 
children learn by doing. Each school partici- 
pating in the program pays $500 for the 
week, which includes the cost of the bus, 
and Petro Canada pays the remainder of the 
cost, about $2,500 per class. Each year only 
16 classroom are selected for the program. 

A certified master teacher, Lorna 

Zucchet, leads the program and learning is 
based on the Alberta School curriculum. 
Zucchet said, "This is my fourth year teach- 
ing zoo school. The first year I spent the 


month of September learning about the zoo. 
I'm still asking questions." 

On the day when Edmonton Street News 
was present it was the Grade 3 class’ turn to 
attend zoo school. Students left Mother 
Theresa School at 9 a.m. and were bused to 
the Valley Zoo where they gathered in a 
colourful classroom with a semi circle of 
green riser type seats, but they didn't spend 
the whole day in the classroom. They went 
on a visit to the zoo commissary to see the 
animals food and they made "elephant popsi- 
cles", by placing fruit and vegetables in a 
bucket and pouring in fruit juice. They also 
made enrichments for the primates by plac- 
ing treats of prunes or crickets and meal- 
worms inside decorated cardboard boxes. At 
lunchtime they visited the outdoor animals in 
their cages, observing the tigers, the snow 
leopard and the gray wolf, and trying to 
catch a glimpse of the elusive red panda. And 
each group of five children studied a different 
group of primates, writing descriptions of the 
monkeys, lemurs and gibbons. 

While all of the activities at the school 
involved activities around the animals, the 
children learned science, writing skills, art 
and math. Notebooks and pencils as well as 
a lunch of sandwiches, cookies, apples and 
juice were provided. 

And what did the children think of zoo 
school? "Great fun! 


By Linda Dumont 
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PETER GOLDRING 


Member of Parliament 
Edmonton East 


Affordable Housing For Singles Not 
Wanted 

Recently, three out of six Edmontonians inter- 
viewed stated that the city's new mayor should con- 
sider affordable housing to be a priority. One respon- 
dent, a resident of the Women's Emergency Shelter, 
illustrated the difficulties in addressing public expecta- 
tions concerning affordable housing. It costs taxpay- 
ers $1,500 per month to house one person in an emer- 
gency shelter of multiple beds, no privacy and shared 
bathrooms. At the same time, millions of dollars have 
been leveraged by the emergency sheltered homeless 
plight and spent on anything and everything except a 
single, independent living apartment for people such 
as the woman in the Women's Emergency Shelter, 
who would gladly pay the $295 per month rent herself. 


A little while ago, hope was in the air that there 
would be help for Edmonton's homeless when a 105- 
unit apartment building was approved with $5.25 mil- 
lion in federal and provincial grants. Originally, this 
building was to contain 27 bachelor units, to rent at 
$295 per month, plus 63 one bedroom units at $420 
per month. $295 is an affordable rent for a person on 
AISH or a person on minimum wage, as well as for 
some persons on pensions. However, due to commu- 
nity league pressure, the 27 affordable $295 per 
month bachelor units were dropped from the plans, 
changed upscale "one bedroom plus den" units, rent- 
ing unaffordably at $540 per month. This pleased the 
community leagues, the developer, and the pressure 
groups who continue to hold Edmonton hostage to 
their specific affordable housing agendas. Those who 
only could afford $295 per month rent once again get 
nothing other than more debilitating nights in $1,500 
taxpayer paid per month shelters. 


Would a new mayor help? A new social con- 
science towards low income single persons might. 





495-3261 www.petergoldring.ca 
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By Rodney Graham 
Winnipeg MB 


ebbie Roberts retired from her "life of 
De in Winnipeg earlier this year. 

Debbie Roberts is the first street 
paper vendor in Winnipeg and has been 
vending since 1997. For many years Debbie 
sold Our Voice from Edmonton, Street Talk 
from Calgary, and then our own street paper, 
Street Sheet Canada. She's not retiring from 
vending - just from being an outlaw. We had 
as many as seven vendors a year ago, and 
because of intimidation from the city and 
businesses the only one left is Debbie and a 
couple of renegades who have refused to pay 
a license fee. Like the squeegee kids, they 
bravely continue to work -- and fortunately 
some police officers have overlooked them 
often, showing that they have more moral 
fibre than the bureaucrats! 

Last year a "license inspector" confronted 
Debbie in front of Tall Grass Prairie Bakery 
and demanded that she show a license. She 
was told she was committing a crime. 
Debbie, on a fixed income and mentally chal- 
lenged, told her she didn't have one. Debbie 
went home that day and was followed by 
Dale Ducharme, licence inspector, I suppose 
to make sure the public was kept safe from 
such a 'menace' as Deb. The ironic thing is 
that I have never met anyone so completely 
harmless, charming, and innocent as Debbie 
Roberts. 

Of the dozen or so street papers in 
Canada, Winnipeg is the only city (I know of) 
where the individual vendor has to pay any- 
thing at all. In Calgary, Street Talk has one 
business license but no vendors pay a cent 
except for papers. In Edmonton no license at 
all has ever been asked even! Linda Dumont, 
founder Edmonton Street News, has told 
Street Sheet Canada that they haven't ever 
been told street paper vendors should have a 
license. Actually many city councillors, and 
even sports figures have endorsed the Our 
Voice paper in the past and still do because 
of the charitable nature of street papers. 
L'Itineraire in Quebec City does not require 
its vendors pay a license, nor is any license 
paid by vendors who sell the paper, Street 
Feat in Halifax or in Montreal, where ex - 
Winnipeg mayor Glen Murray attended 
Concordia, a university renowned for it's pro- 
gressive activism! Only here in "progressive" 
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Winnipeg are individual street paper vendors 
required to have a "hawkers' license. 

Another irony: The BIZ downtown had 
encouraged people to sell Our Voice papers 
from Edmonton many years ago too. They 
thought it would be a good vehicle to get rid of 
panhandlers since the 'odd' customer would 
complain. . There was never any mention of a 
license paid by vendors at that time at all! 

Since we have been writing a street paper 
for many years we adopted a code of conduct 
that was quite fair and equitable: Each ven- 
dor has to abide by the rules: | will be sub- 
stance free at all times; I will be polite at all 
times; etc. Vendors must wear a badge with 
their name and picture on it. But city hall 
still demanded she go to court and issued 
her with a fine after months of "investiga- 
tion". 


It will be all but impossible for anyone on 
a fixed income to pay a $98.00 fee. People 
who sell street papers are people invariably 
on fixed incomes who must get by on $700 
per month! -- If they are lucky enough to get 
that much even. I doubt very much any on 
disability assistance would be willing to pay 
that amount seeing that they make do on a 
shoestring each month. The city's attack has 
just been one of many over the years against 
this brave soul named Debbie Roberts and 
others. Since the cities attack we have not 
been able to encourage any more people to 
sell our paper in Winnipeg. In fact the few we 
had have all but disappeared because of a 





combination of intimidation tactics by 
Business Improvement Zone and city hall 
license inspectors. 

The purpose of the paper is giving the 
less fortunate a bit of pocket change and 
encouragement. 


No one who works for Street Sheet 
Canada profits (All are volunteers) but the 
vendors who relied on the money to better 
their lives; so it is especially atrocious that 
they would attack such a charitable cause. 

I am hoping that the new mayor - Mayor 
Sam Katz will find it in his heart to start a 
dialogue with us to see if a merciful solution 
can be obtained. We had little or no response 
from ex-mayor Glen Murray's office or from 
the executive policy committee. The only 
response last year was from the city lawyer's 
office and the prosecutor. 

The trial of Debbie Roberts was last win- 
ter. January 1st she will again be required to 
pay for a $98.00 hawkers permit. Anyone 
wanting to become a Street Sheet vendor in 
Winnipeg will have to first pay $98.00 to the 
city. 
Mayor Sam Katz has only been in office e 
few months, but hopefully he can be of help. 


An interview with Debbie 
Roberts, Winnipeg's --Public 
Enemy Number One! 


Following is my interview with Winnipeg's 
very own "local hero" Debbie Roberts -- aka: 
the street bandit; the "outlaw". Debbie 
Roberts, Winnipeg's first street paper vendor 
is now "legal". Mayoralty candidate and out- 
law, she has soldiered on when many would 
have quit because of the harassment and tag 
teaming of her from bureaucrats and mer- 
chants for years on end...Although she even- 
tually didn't run for mayor we all got a laugh 
out of it because many people thought she 
actually was running for mayor. But unfortu- 
nately, such a sweet and harmless person 
wouldn't be able to keep up with the incredi- 
bly sophisticated and immoral shenanigans 
of city hall politics. 


Rod: Debbie, you went to court and pleaded 
not guilty of hawking with out a license. 
Were you scared at all? 


Debbie: I was scared; I've never been in court 
before. I actually don't like to leave the 
neighbourhood! But I was brave because I 
thought I was right and the city was wrong. 


Rod: Debbie, you were planning to run for 
mayor in the next election, are you going to 
run for mayor next time? 


Debbie: Yes, I think I will. 


Rod: You have been harassed and attacked 
for many years, why do you continue? 


Debbie: Because I'm right and they're wrong, 
I am just trying to make a bit of change. It 
helps a lot when I have more money for laun- 
dry soap and little things that make my life 
better. 


Rod: Debbie, how do you feel now that you 
are "legal" and helping to pay the wages of 
the bureaucrats’ social workers and officials? 


Debbie: Well, I feel o.k. I guess. 


Rod: By the way, have you ever met your 
social worker even? 


Debbie: No I haven't. 


Rod: You have to pay most of you GST toa 
trustee even though you are living on your 
own, and you've complained about it, has 
anything been done 


Debbie: No. I don't know why I have to pay 
most of my GST cheque to the "trustee". They 
just told me it's for apartment insurance and 
fees and stuff. I want my GST but they refuse 
to give it to me. They do it to lots of people." 


Rod: What about the city? Do you think the 
city needs that $98.00 from you so badly 
that they took you to court over it? 


Debbie: No, I don't think they need it so 
badly. I have retired from my life of crime. 
Ha! Ha! Now I can beef like the other busi- 
nesses in Winnipeg because I am paying way 
more than anyone else is; I mean percentage 
wise you know. I bravely went to court and 
pleaded 'not guilty’. I'd like to see the 
bureaucrats live on what I have to! 


Rod: If you were elected mayor, what would 
you do? 


Debbie: The first thing I would do is repeal 
the panhandling by-law completely - and the 
squeegee kid by-law; I would talk to everyone 
and tell them to be nice to poor people and 
mentally challenged people like me too. 

I would tell them that they could be poor 
some day too. 


Learning to Live My Life 


Letter to Ralph 


The author of this letter to Alberta Premier Ralph 
Klein likes to share his views with the hon- 
ourable ladies and gentlemen of the Alberta 
Cabinet. This is one of his correspondences. 
Watch for further samples in future issues of 
ESN 


D ear Ralph, 


Well, here we are, finishing up a hundred 
years of Alberta history. The last decade of that 
century has sure been something under your 
leadership, sir. And now as the year draws toa 
close you're giving us the chance to head for 
the polls and give you one more massive major- 
ity government. Thank you. 

If I was you, I'd call an election every year. 
We're so grateful for your vision and strong 
leadership that I'm sure we'd eagerly elect you 
over and over, no matter how often you asked 
us to. We must make you think of lemmings 
hey? 

The way you've manipulated world energy 
prices over these years so that money could 
pour into the provincial coffers has been bril- 
liant. I don't think you've done nearly enough 
to rub the faces of the rest of the provincial 
premiers and the prime minister in it, to let 
them know how incompetent they must be that 
they have not been able to generate the same 
revenue for their governments. 

Sometimes they dare to hint it's plain luck 
we have oil and gas and oil sands under half 
the province. Ralph, I've always had a special 
memory of that day when you were still just 
environment minister and you were flipping the 
bird at that goofy environmentalist in 
Athabasca. I love it when you give them the 
same response, even if a bit more politely. Your 
ability to treat others with utter contempt and 
distain, like they must be dumb as a length of 
pipe, is brilliant. That performance around the 
health accord meetings a few weeks back was 
delightful. 

You do a tremendous job of ignoring the 
substance of any criticism, no matter how 
accurate and correct it is, reacting by insulting, 
snarling, ranting and whining, making every 
criticism personal, as if it's just a bunch of los- 
ers resentful of your success. This approach 
has made it possible for your government to 
avoid any genuinely creative direction of policy 
or expenditure over these 11 years. 

I don't know if you've had to practice a lot 
or if you just have a natural talent, but the way 
you act so hurt and offended if anyone is criti- 
cal also helps ensure little attention is ever paid 
to the actual issue and it quickly becomes a 
matter of name calling instead of performance. 

You deserve great credit too for your won- 
derful political talent of avoiding having any 





i everyone! My name is Norris, also 
Hees as D.J. to my friends and I 

have lived and worked in the inner 
city of Edmonton since 1980 when I was just 
a 23-year-old punk. Jessie from the Bissell 
Centre was the biggest thorn in my side. At 
18 he was and always will be a "ladies man". 

When I came to this town after growing 
up on the streets of Vancouver, Calgary and 
in the interior of BC and Vancouver Island, I 
thought I’d never last. I'd just gotten back 
from working at the Ptarmigan Inn in 
Hayriver, N.W.T. and I thought I could take 
on the world. I was sick of living the high life 
and I wanted to make some changes. I had 
given a daughter up for adoption at 17, was 
raped when I was 12 by a "bible thumper', 
and I believed I could make a few differences 
on the streets of Edmonton if I tried just a 
little. 

Well, here I am 25 year later, and pretty 
much my whole life has been turned upside 
down by one person - ME. Sorry guys and 
gals, just a little faith, hope and love are 
what helped. The love of good souls, sweat 
and tears and hope for the future. 

In 1992 I was hired as a consultant advi- 


real ideological foundation for anything you do. 
It's difficult for a politician to succeed when he 
actually believes in something, has a philoso- 
phy that guides his analysis of issues and his 
development of responses. But you manage the 
most evolved version of "finger in the wind" pol- 
itics I've ever seen Ralph-- I loved your own 
explanation of this not long ago-- just figure out 
which way the parade is going and then get in 
front of it. 

When it was "in" to be cutting and trim- 
ming, you had that rhetoric down pefectly. 
When the polling said people wanted more 
spending on health and education, man, you 
were right there, glad to do it. 


At one time I remem- 
ber we were a pretty 
soft-hearted bunch 
here in Alberta, ..... 
But during the past 
decade you've guided 
us to embrace a per- 
spective based more 


clearly on self-interest. 


What else? The way you have sidelined 
democracy pretty well entirely has also been a 
fine piece of work. I've watched with admiration 
how you've managed to have the Legislature sit 
less than virtually any other place in the free 
world and have less legislation to deal with 
when it does sit. You've understood that parlia- 
mentary democracy could be a danger to some- 
one like you and been able to cut it off at the 
pass and push it aside so smoothly that hardly 
anyone has raised a whisper of concern. 
Replacing parliamentary democracy with fire- 
side chats on prime time TV, paid for from the 
public purse, is fantastic-we really get to know 
you then, without all the fake stuff that goes on 
in the Legislature. 

You probably know old John Diefenbaker's 
comment about the Opposition being the deter- 
gent of government. We wouldn't want to let too 
much scrubbing up get underway, would we? 


sor to a very special project at the Boyle 
Street Co-op. I spent several years on that 
project, part time and met a lot of good 
human beings who have a love of life and 
truth and justice I had heard about but 
never really experienced. Fortunately, or 
unfortunately, depending on your perspec- 
tive, I started work at Catholic Social 
Services for about four years and some 
months and worked way too hard for my own 
good. I ended up in the hospital throwing up 
for two solid months in 2003, then in a 
wheelchair, then with a walker and at the 
Glenrose Rehab Centre. I began using a cane 
to walk this spring. I saw y physiotherapist 
last June and she said, "I can't help you any- 
more, Deb: walk, dance, sing, love your life 
again!" 

So I started to love my life again. I guess I 
have always loved my live but never felt like I 
"lived" it. I live it every day now as if every 
day is a new one. I turned 46 on September 
12th and I have two beautiful children, 
Teriday and Thoko whom I love with all my 
heart. 

Deborah J. Norris 


The way you've gutted the media of any 
desire to actually seek out and publish infor- 
mation and replaced real journalism in Alberta 
with public relations deserves mention. Your 
success in this has certainly made a lot of your 
other initiatives easier. 

Most important of all, there has been far 
too little credit given you for your talent at 
blaming the victim. During these years, when 
more wealth has been flowing to Alberta than 
we can properly understand, you've been great 
at finding ways to take care of those who are 
already doing well and yet to keep us believing 
that those who are not enjoying great success 
must be flawed somehow. It cannot have been 
easy to keep the very poorest entirely sidelined 
and even falling further behind the rest of us. 
The way you've ensured MLAs have had 
salaries increase and created great severance 
packages for them, but held welfare rates to 
where you cut them more than ten years ago is 
astonishing. 

At one time I remember we were a pretty 
soft-hearted bunch here in Alberta, caring 
about others, believing government had a role 
to ensure some modest level of fairness for the 
weakest, even thinking we might need to give a 
little to ensure others were OK. But during the 
past decade you've guided us to embrace a per- 
spective based more clearly on self-interest. 
What matters is how we can get the most for 
ourselves. Charity sure, but carefully designed 
public programs and services for those who are 
struggling we now understand are ridiculous 
exercises in socialism. I don't know where you 
got the idea of making the strongest fearful of 
the weakest so we'd keep them as feeble as 
possible, but you've spun it very well. 

I imagine you will be able to sleep walk 
through the campaign. And then? A few 
months of parties, celebrations, photo oops, 
ribbon cuttings and tea with the Queen to cele- 
brate the centennial. I doubt most of us will 
notice if any real work by the Legislature is for- 
gotten for the year. And then I imagine you will 
head off in new directions, probably a Board of 
Directors here and there and taking it easy with 
the severance package you'll have that will be 
well into the six figures. 

I'm not sure when I'll get a chance to write 
you next Ralph. In a few weeks we'll have a 
whole new cabinet and I'm looking forward to 
corresponding with some of them. So this is a 
chance to say thanks for the leadership. The 
sun has shone on us during your years and I'm 
sure we can look forward to more of the same 
as the next mandate gets underway. 


With admiration, 


Ted White 
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then transferred to the Fort Saskatchewan 


Correctional Centre. This was his first offense, and he kept a journal while he was incarcerated. Because he had no money to buy a notebook, all of his writ- 
ing was done in very small handwriting on the "Request for Interview" sheets provided by the correctional services. These sheets have a holes punched along 
the top, a white top sheet and a pink sheet underneath. He also sent a schedule of activities and the monthly menu. 


May 21, 2004 

Well, I went to the AA meeting for the 
unlimited coffee (5 cups) but stayed to quali- 
fy for the meeting largely due to the person- 
ality of the chairman. From the get-go his 
friendly demeanor lured the first timers to 
the point that they opened up with their hid- 
den fears pain and sorrow. The chairman 
gave us a brief autobiography of himself 
which led from his ostracism from family 
and friends, to loss of jobs, blackouts and 
finally jail. As an x-biker he told it like it 
was. This was the first meeting I've been to 
that rather than everyone rushing to leave, 
at the end of the two hours, none wanted to 
leave. Suffice it to say, my first step back to 
the unit entailed a visit to the washroom for 
some mint trap action. Although thin and 
defying the law of gravity, it bravely remained 
vertically leaned. 

Returning to my boudoir, I was dumb- 
founded to find that the room had been ran- 
sacked. The bedding was all over the floor, 
reading books discarded across the writing 
table. They even locked the door when they 
left. It didn't make any sense. What's to steal 
in a correctional centre? It turns out that if 
you leave your door ajar, which I did, and 
the guards happen to spontaneously search, 
then those rooms that are open are searched 
as well. I figure I've made my bed more times 
in incarceration than I had at home over the 
last year, not that I've been in jail before, but 
rather I always fall asleep on the couch at 
home with the TV for company. 

At 9:30 I took my exercise walk (430 
steps round trip) to the CAB building for 
medication pick-up. The line-up tonight 
slows steadily. I guess no one in line could 
find something to complain about. Stuck in 
the unit, I drift off to the unknown. 


May 22, 2004 

Same preliminary warm up as during 
the week but we don't have to get up until 10 
o'clock. Because I retired early I'm wide- 
awake two hours early. After mopping and 
cleaning the TV room I make my bed, brush 
my teeth and hairbrush my hair. It's a week- 
end brunch, the same breakfast s usual but 
with no lunch creates the concept of a 
brunch. It's rather spread out over the entire 
day. Emotions are tense prior too and after 
each meal. I have French toast and two 
slices of bacon. Even with substantially mod- 
ified brunch I'm one of the last to leave the 
cafeteria. Under an overcast sky the return 
journey to the jaunt begins with one step 
and another to home sweet home. 

The rest of the afternoon is either spent 
reading, sleeping or bartering as tobacco is 
in low supply on the range. It's not a good 
sellers market. With all the bartering for cig- 
arettes, it's going to be long hungry night 
until brunch again at 11 a.m. 


May 23 Sunday 
I'm lying in bed debating with my con- 


N= From the Inside were sent to Edmonton Street News by an inmate who was detained at the Remand Centre, 


science whether or not to attend the 9 a.m. 
Catholic Service. Although not being of 
Catholic faith this never prevented my atten- 
dance from other denominational services in 
the past. In fact, I was given guidance by dif- 
ferent girlfriends during different relation- 
ships. If they asked for my company with 
their family at a Sunday service. I went 
regardless of the type of denomination. After 
all, I reasoned, it couldn't hurt the PR with 
her folks. 

Being unable to come to terms with my 
conscience I decided to look towards the 
Bible for direction. Now, I don't want to be 


Those who had sufficient 
tobacco supplied ruled the 
range and food sellers such 


as myself were selling. 


typecast as a religious zealot who stands on 
a corner banging a tambourine, chanting, 
wearing a toga and sandals. Rather, I began 
reading the Bible after I soon discovered that 
it was one book guards refrained from taking 
away from inmates while we were being 
transferred. For some guards I have no 
doubt the Bible was the only power they 
viewed as greater than themselves while oth- 
ers were exhibiting their kindness to fellow 
mankind. So to the bible I sought the answer 
to my question. To be or not to be at church 
this morn? Flipping to a random page I read 
"then the man left and told the Jewish 
authorities that it was Jesus who had healed 
him. So they began to persecute Jesus 
because he had done this healing on a 
Sabbath. Jesus answered, "My Father is 
always working on a Sabbath. I must work." 
Well, damned if I was going to be 
damned, so off to church I went. It's worth 
noting that I entered the facility with no 
Bible, address or telephone book, daily cal- 
endar, diary or reading glasses. In filling out 
a request form on my second day's atten- 
dance here, a lady had just purchased a new 
pair of glasses and she lent me her old ones 
so I could read holding a book at a normal 
distance form my face rather than adjusting 
distance for different sized print. ‘ 
Upon entering the church all mates were 
seated to the left side pews. These became 
full and more chairs were added to the back 
of the chapel. There was general verbal ban- 
tering joking when suddenly the room went 
silent as if the volume had been shut off. I 
turned in my seat expecting to see the chap- 
lain or priest enter, but instead was plesently 
surprised to see a couple of dozen female 
inmates enter. They soon filled up all the 
chairs on the right side of the aisle. Now I 
understood why the male attendance was up 
so high. There was near dead silence in the 


room with the exception of a low murmur as 
each side compared mental viewing notes of 
each side with their next door neighbour. It 
had become a situation of a mental stale- 
mate - look but don't touch. As the two guest 
speakers began speaking, I had to close my 
eyes. Then, glancing to the right, to my hor- 
ror the female I fancied had vanished. Her 
seat was empty. She obviously had left the 
service while my eyes were closed. Damn! 
Sorry God! That's the last time I'll ever close 
my eyes during a service. 

At the close of the service the males 
instinctively tried to follow the females out 
the exit that both had entered, but utopia 
was not to be. At the back of the aisle a 
female guard was directing the females to the 
left and the males to the right like separating 
cattle in a corral - bulls to the right, and 
heifers to the left. This was the first sermon 
that I had attended where everyone sat at 
right angles in their seats to get better eye 
contact and communication. The males 
looked like blind mechanics in their blue 
coveralls while twitching or blinking an eye 
and using slang signing language. The 
females were dressed in their street clothes. 


May 23, 2004 

Today was a good news/bad news day. 
Due to it being a holiday which most of the 
range had forgotten about, our Tuesday can- 
teen goods received day had been moved 
back to Wednesday. With no new tobacco 
coming onto the range until Wednesday this 
created a shortage and more general panic of 
my neighbours; those who had sufficient 
tobacco supply ruled the range and food sell- 
ers such as myself were selling and futures 
marked upon future tobacco market increas- 
es. Previously a whole dinner plate was 
worth three rollies. Now just the main or 
favourite item of the plate was worth three 
rollies instead of two. Competitive bids 
between tobacco plantation owners and 
Boston Pizza glutants tended to shoot all the 
goods counter scale. I'd size up the menu for 
the day and decide what to trade. It's sur- 
prising how high the bidding would go based 
upon bales (pouches) of tobacco. It makes 
you wonder what the future holds for the 
time when the no smoking policy is in insti- 
tutions and surrounding grounds. Tobacco 
will probably be worth as much as smuggled 
pot etc. over -eaters will either slim down or 
riot (BUT NOT HUNGER STRIKE), guard 
smokers will hang out in the washrooms 
more often and food quality will be bitched 
about increasing from a grumble to a roar. 
At least that's what I think. 

Maybe heavy smokers will begin trading 
their meals for x number of smokeless 
mouth lozenges. If that occurs, I'll be the 
first home delivery candy man. Customers 
can phone me and once a week I'll deliver 
hard candies by shooting them over the fence 
into the yard with a slingshot. 





Edmonton Street News 


Page 6 


ature has not been kind to the human 
Ne in the matter of sexual compatibili- 

ty between males and females over time. 
Men reach sexual maturity earlier than women, 
then peak and wane much earlier. In consequence 
frantically horny teenage boys urge slower devel- 
oping and more socially constrained girls to hurry 
up and catch up, while ladies in midlife gently 
urge their mates to at least try to get it up a little 
more often. 

For single ladies “of a certain age” this means 

that sooner or later they are either going to have 


to shelve their still active sexuality for another 
lifetime or consider another option. Younger men. 


This usually involves payment of some kind. Men 
in the sex trade are not usually quite as candid 
about it as their feminine counterparts. Ladies for 
the most part are tender enough with any man’s 
ego to support the illusion that these guys are 
“legitimately” employed. 

I’m a single lady “that ”age, curious enough to 
sample these wares on two continents. This report 
is an analysis of the style of service offered to me 
in North America compared to that offered in 
India. To be very clear about one thing: I like 
being single. I’m not looking for a husband or 
even a roommate. I do however still enjoy mascu- 
line companionship, including an occasional bit of 
nooky every now and then. However affection, 
respect, humor and playfulness are still a lot 
more important to me than “rock ‘em, sock’em” 
sexual lust. I don’t think I’m particularly pervert- 
ed in this, others may disagree, everybody is enti- 
tled to their own opinion. 

The interaction with the North American fel- 
low actually started off as just a legitimate job. I 
needed a part for my computer and was directed 
to a person who did that sort of thing as a volun- 
teer project in a social agency in the inner city. He 
was very low income. I paid him both for the part 
and something for his time. I did this mostly 
because a lot of very poor people are exploited 
under the guise of volunteer labor in the inner 
city and I have a lot of problems with this prac- 
tice. He might have misinterpreted my motives. In 
any case the relationship rapidly started develop- 
ing sexual undertones. 

I was intrigued; I had heard about this sort of 
thing but had not experienced it, so I got right 
into it. | was curious and titillated. At first the flir- 
tation was a lot of fun. I supported the polite fic- 
tion that this was all about computer repair and 
contracted with him to move on to computer 
upgrade, which required more purchases and 
more payment for his services. I was OK with this. 
The problem was, he kept charging me for top of 
the line parts for my machine but installed bits 
and pieces he scavenged from dumpsters, gleaned 
from machines donated to the agency and 
swapped out of the slightly better machines he 
was upgrading for his more upscale clients. The 
mismatched second hand bits and pieces he was 





putting into my machine just did not work very 
well together and my computer kept breaking 
down. I began to get a little frustrated; sexual tit- 
illation is all very entertaining but I would like my 
computer to work also. 

As the computer slowly self-destructed he 
became more overtly sexual. The culmination of 
this trend came when my box of dumpster parts 
finally seized up and burnt out and he decided to 
take his clothes off. Up to this point the only sex- 
ual activity we had engaged in had been me lis- 
tening to long bragging sessions from him 
describing how good he had been in the sack with 
a multitude of other women, artfully interspersed 
with poignant tales of his pitiful childhood in an 
abusive home. This was the first actual action he 
had offered me. 

Unfortunately, on this occasion his masculine 
equipment didn’t work any better than did his 
computer. It was all sort of embarrassing. I was 
disappointed but not terribly surprised, I don’t 
have a lot of illusions about my physical attrac- 
tiveness. 

I was pissed off about spending twelve hun- 
dred dollars to end up with a box of junk, but a 
friend gifted me with a decent middle-aged com- 
puter from his place of business that replaced the 
dumpster special quite nicely. So I forgave the 
guy and continued with plans to construct a big- 
ger more powerful machine. This did not go all 
that well. He was not very flirtatious anymore. He 
treated me with a surly contempt and downright 
abusiveness on a number of occasions. It was just 
one disaster after another for him, like the time 
he got mugged carrying my new RAM. The RAM 
was destroyed. He replaced half of it but my 
machine still needs more for the kind of applica- 
tions I run. I felt sorry for the guy but as the toll 
of disasters he was encountering mounted I defi- 
nitely was not as sympathetic as I would have 
been the year before. When someone begins 
encountering such an unmitigated stream of bad 
luck I start wondering how much of it is self 
inflicted or bad karma. I soldiered on because I 
had a lot of money invested in my big box, the 
pieces for which were still at his place and I didn’t 
want to risk loosing them by confronting him. 

Then the opportunity opened up for me to go 
to India. The interaction with this fellow had left 
me feeling used, exploited, depressed, frustrated 
and with my sense of self-esteem, particularly 
about my body just absolutely crushed. I took it 
as a learning experience. This “younger man” 
thing isn’t really all that it is cracked up to be. I 
finished off the construction of my big computer 
and took off. 

Then I met a young man in India. He was 
pretty up front about what he was looking for. He 
wanted a rich foreign lady friend who would 
spend money on him and buy him stuff and 
indulge in some recreational sex with him. He 
prayed to Babba to give me to him, pursued me in 
the streets with an absolutely teenaged enthusi- 
asm and I thought “Why not? Who’s going to be 
harmed?” 

We had a great time. We had sex but it wasn’t 
all that big a part of the interaction. My libido just 
isn’t what it used to be. What was far more 
important to me was the time we spent out 
together having fun running around together. We 
met once a day for at least a few minutes. He 
quite often brought me chai and flowers first thing 
in the morning. We went for meals together and 
he showed me how to eat rice with my fingers. We 
went for rides together to visit shrines in the 
country, we went shopping in the big city and he 
showed me how to bargain in an Indian market- 
place. I bought him clothes and presents and 
when he went to buy stock I gave him a few extra 
rupees. I didn’t have any problem with this 
because I knew time he spent with me he couldn’t 
make money at his stall. He didn’t pretend I was 
his sexual fantasy, but he had no problem with 
sharing a little physical pleasure with someone he 
liked. I loved his humor and kindness and enthu- 
siasm for life. Six months of this and I felt won- 
derful. I saw the world as a beautiful magical 
place where wonderful things can happen at any 
time. I felt so positively that it was perfectly all 
right for me to just be myself. That’s a wonderful 
feeling. 

I came back to Edmonton. My son had been 
using my computers while I was gone. I suspect- 
ed viruses. (He’s a big fan of Kazaa.) So I asked 
the computer guy to do a clean up and tune up 
for me. I told him I was not into system building 
anymore. No more hundred bucks and beers for 
him every month, just necessary maintenance 
maybe every three or four months and replace- 
ment of hardware only when needed-strictly com- 
puter business from now on. He immediately 


crashed my operating system, lost eleven gigs of 
data, and told me he would never work for me 
again because he could not forgive me for insult- 
ing his mother. (Don’t ask, I have no idea where 
that came from.) So that one is all over. | still 
email my friend in India and send him a few 
rupees every now and then; just in thanks for the 
memories. 

I understood in these two encounters that 
there is a world of difference between a real gigolo 
and a scam artist who just happens to exploit 
women. My Indian friend was a real artist in find- 
ing ways to please and entertain me. He was dis- 
crete in speaking about it but I realized that I was 
not the only foreign woman he had entertained in 
this way. He amazed me with his simple everyday 
audacity. In India the guy in this kind of relation- 
ship with a foreign woman can be charged with 
prostitution and jailed, the woman is simply 
kicked out of the country. His total concentration, 
his awareness of my every mood and the risks he 
was prepared to take to show me a good time 
astonished me. It was an absolutely amazing and 
healing experience for me. 

Would I do the experiment again? One of each 
is too small a sample from which to draw hard 
and fast rules. However, judging from the global 
outcomes of my interaction with one North 
American male in the sex trade: i.e. depression, 
frustration, feelings of being exploited, used and 
cheated - I’d say probably not. Another guy would 
have to really convince me beforehand that he 
was capable of preserving his own humanity and 
dignity in the transaction. I’m saving my money to 
go back to India, not specifically looking for 
another close encounter of a sexual kind, but 
open to the possibility of another erotic adven- 
ture. 

One tip to other ladies who might be interest- 
ed in the same sort of adventure: bring your own 
condoms. Third world condoms are the pits. And 
insist on their use. There is a lot of HIV out there. 


Theresa McBryan 





lllustrations Theresa McBryan 
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The Eagle Has Landed 
By Fred Cazon 


The eagle has landed in heaven 
We've had her for a long long time 
The eagle has landed in heaven 


But she'll never be out of our mind 


The eagle has landed in heaven 
We've known her for a long long time 
The eagle has landed in heaven 


Another like her we'll never find 


The eagle has landed in heaven 
She'll put right under her wing 
The eagle has landed in heaven 


Memories of her tears they still bring. 


Born Again 
By Serena Hope 


Being born again soon 

It's almost like I'm dying 

I am suffering great pain 

From stopping the games 'n lying 
It's going to be a great change 
Have to leave people behind 

Will they forget about me? 

Or will I still be on their mind? 
I'll be a clean pure person 
Something I've never been before 
It's got my mind spinning 

All I hear is a roar 

I know this will be good in the end 
When I get to see the light 

But it all seems so wrong 

Even though I know it's right 

So bring on the pain 

For this twisted era of time 

As I learn and grow 

And break free of crime 

I will go into the water 
Completely full of sin still 

I will be blessed and cleansed 
My first breath at God's will. 


“It's desicated frame retreats and collapses into itself enc 


Crack A 
By John Butler 


Crack tastes great, to the fools delight 
The trouble melts at least for the night 
And maybe longer, if the purse strings hold 
It has no end in sight, the pusher man knows 
He's got his talons engrossed in your soul 
He has simple plan easy money told 
He knows you're looking for relief, on top of an ash-covered can 
Your feeling the joneson for another hit 
But there'll be no sleep tonight; you're on a schizophrenic trip 
And you don't know what the pusher man gave you 
You're not feeling right inside 
You complain about the money it cost, but put the bills aside 
Maybe it will kill you one more hit 
But the joneson don't leave you your soul's in a ditch 
With sharpened knife you cut out one more hit 
A glow of your pipe, one more push 
You know your soul's dying deep inside 
If only God could help you, if only just to cry 


You end up hitting, pushing and the joneson with a colt forty-five. devil in recovery — 
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Back Soon 
by Terry Danials 


After Hallowe'en 
By Christina Mc Phee 


It's umbilical cord cut, shorn from the green earth 
Sitting on a cold hard counter in a blazing fake light. 
Worn leathery hands topple it around. 

Aged eyes inspecting its ripe orange surface. 
Then holds it still baring a knife deliberate cuts in. 
Carving out orifaces of a tormented pained face, 
Reflecting the horror murderously inflicted on it. 
Orange stringy flesh runs out of the death grimace 
As its guts are ripped out slithering, sticking, oozing 
Through methodical probing hands. 

A cold smooth object placed in the center accentuates 
The pain of disembowelment as fire grows from the smooth 


Coldness into a blazing heat soon an inferno baking and burning : 


What is left of its skeletal frame eek 
Orange light streams out form gaping wounds of a face - 
Screaming silently ablaze. ; 


Eternity passes and the consuming flames die into ashes 


Despair overcomes with death at the door now w 


Life stirs in the remnants of the orange watery mush 
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Peeking through the penetrat 
Watching the ants tasting the sweet r 
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Crucial discovery, bein 


underground 


Drinking gin to cure the 
will take it all away 


Taking life for granted fe 
Start confessing all my sins 
enemy win Es ae 

Rebuking Satan, by the blo 
stripes of Jesus Christ 4 


dear friend 


please God spare me another 


Spa ERE 





John Howard School is an accredited school, students can take upgrading and write their diploma exams. The school is open to 
anyone who wants to attend, and classes run in seven-week cycles with a week off between cycles. 





